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to it framed and hanging on the wall above the
counter. It bore Glemenceau's signature! He
told me that he had shown our famous statesman
during his Indian tour, round Dilwara temple. It
was a quaint experience to come across the
" Tiger's " signature hanging on the wall of this
little shop-of-all-trades above a counter littered
with cheap scents and tooth-brushes. On one side
of this heroic autograph my Jain friend had nailed
to the wall a calendar depicting Krishna dancing ;
on the other side, an antique picture-postcard in
colours showing Joan of Arc.
This worthy Jain is certainly the oddest grocer I
have ever met. . . .
There came a day when we had to leave the cool
heights of Abu ; the Maharaja of Kotah had asked
us to attend a tiger-shoot in his domain. As we
left the Bikaner mansion the sun was setting. Dusk
had fallen when we reached the foot of a little hill
crowned by a church which the Irish troops attend
every Sunday to hear Mass. There is a Regulation
dating from Mutiny days, bidding them march to
church in column and under arms. Their rifles
laid beside them, they take up nearly all the pews;
and once a week this peaceful little sanctuary takes
on the aspects of a church in war-time on a battle-
front.
Little by little as we descended to the plain the
air grew heavier, dense with dust. In the darkness
our brows were damp with sweat. Our fortnight
in a cool climate and pellucid air had made us for-
get that we had overstayed the clemency of India's
climate, that her plains were turning churlish.
A mile from the station we entered a small valley
sandwiched between two hills where a breeze
made the temperature more bearable. The servants

